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ABO. It is my brother who has done all this mischief.

M. PUB. To sneer at my clyster!

ABG. Bring it here: I will take it.

M. PUB. I would have cured you in a short time.

Toi. He does not deserve it.

M. PUB.  I   was  going to  cleanse your  body,   and

completely drive out the had humours from it.
ABG. Oh ! my brother !
M. PUB. And it wanted but a dozen more doses to

complete the business.
Toi. He is not worth your trouble.
M. PUB. But since you do not wish to be cured by my

hands,

ABG. It is not my fault.
M. PUB. Since you withdraw from the obedience a

patient owes to his doctor,
Toi. It cries for vengeance.
M. PUB. Since you have declared yourself a rebel

against the remedies that I have ordered you,,
ABG. Oh ! not at all.
M. PUB. Let me warn you that I give you up to your

bad constitution, to distemper in your bowels, to

impurity in your blood, to bitterness in your bile

and to the feculence of your humours.
Toi. It serves you right.
AJIG. My God !
M. PUB. And I expect that before the end of four

days you will be in an incurable state,
ABG." Oh !    Have mercy on me !
M. PUB. That you will fall into bradypepsia,
ABG. Monsieur Purgon.
M. PUB. From bradypepsia into dyspepsia,
ABG. Monsieur Purgon.
M. PUB. From dyspepsia into apepsia,
ABG. Monsieur Purgon.
M. PUB. From apepsia into lientery,
ABG. Monsieur Purgon.
M. PUB. From lientery into dysentery,
ABG. Monsieur Purgon.